﻿Triton story notes


Fear not, loyal listeners, readers, diviners, etc. Yes, the town of Triton is odd and the Triton Library system odder still, but there’s no set in stone rules for the oddities. 
Yes, I can understand how that’s worrisome. Though I would consider set in stone rules more worrisome still. Sure, I like the library and sure I live here, I think, and sometimes I can’t leave but you live in Triton, one time people couldn’t leave the Samantha Deli and Dart Club Emporium for a full 24 hours. The library, though more unusual than usual, isn’t my jail. You’ve all seen me restocking the free libraries all across town, plus I try and hit the RPG games at least once a week.
I fill in for Meals On Wheels. Helped the cat off the roof at the Walkie-Talkie factory. Manned the hose when all those puppets came to life. My point is Triton, even the more unusual and intense areas of town, like the library or the Kitchenware department at Sears, is context sensitive. And you should be as well. 


…




I don’t recommend falling three stories into any dumpster, but it was book recycling day, so I was fine.


And even then, don’t do that unless you’re part and parcel part of the Triton Town Library like I am.

Even then I was still hurt. Bruised. Battered. Limping a little. Actually bleeding from three spots. Wasn’t sure I could bleed, not anymore. Good news?

The library didn’t want me leaving. 


I’ve left before, mind you. When Triton General needed those old medical texts. When Old Lady Hennessey needed those notes on the Stonewall Riot. And I lead the Adventure Scouts on a monthly camping trip to the local Mountain Camping Spot, which isn’t always there and even sometimes isn’t when we go. 


But I never left…just because. 


So I thought that was a good reason to.


I pulled Tom Clancy out of my underwear and  continued on.